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	1. A Prophecy and June Twenty Fourth

**The Meaning of Life**

**A/N: Hello and welcome to book 3 of the Love and Hate's Daughter trilogy xD! Thanks for sticking with me this long…you're much appreciated :) For all newcomers, please look at books one and two, 'Love and Hate's Daughter,' and 'The Years of Change,' before reading this, I'm sure you'll love them :)**

**Disclaimer: I do not own either Harry Potter or Percy Jackson. Do I look like a British lady or a middle aged man to you?**

**Enjoy the first chapter of, 'The Meaning of Life!' :)**

* * *

><p><span><strong>Updated Character Profile:<strong>

**Name: Alina (Lina) Ruby Quimby (technically Riddle)**

**Nicknames: called Lina by everyone, Lin-Bean (by Anne), Lina-flower (by Draco and Thalia), Fire-Girl (by Percy and Annabeth)**

**Age: 16 (going into sixth year)**

**Parents: Aphrodite, Goddess of Love, and Lord Voldemort **

**Guardian: Chiron**

**Appearance: Long wavy brown hair and brown eyes**

**Height: 5'2 **

**Half Siblings: Aphrodite Cabin (a surrogate sister relationship with Anne Prior), and Brooklyn Riddle (father's side)**

**Hogwarts House: Gryffindor**

**Favorite Subjects: Charms and Defense against the Dark Arts**

**Grades: now that the boring subjects *cough* History of Magic *cough* are gone, mostly E's, a couple O's**

**Best Friends (not in order): Hermione Granger, Harry Potter, Ron Weasley, Annabeth Chase, Percy Jackson, Thalia (she'll kill me if I use her last name), Mandy Brocklehurst, and she'll also get chummy with Blaise Zabini (maybe?)**

**Enemies (not in order): Brooklyn Riddle, Pansy Parkinson, Cho Chang, Drew Tanaka, Professor Snape, a lot of Slytherin House, her Father, Death Eaters, monsters**

**Crush: she has one, she's not admitting it anytime soon though ;) I'll give you all an obvious hint: he's in Slytherin and his initials are DM xD**

**Boyfriend: TBA in later chapters! **

**Career Ambition: to be an Auror and kick ass ;)**

**Powers: magic, fire, and charmspeak, can fight physically due to years of training**

**Weapon: short silver knife**

**Wand: Yew and Dragon Heartstring, twelve inches, unyielding**

**Personality: Courageous, bold, daring, loyal, does not take any crap from anyone**

**Fatal Flaw: never actually thinks before doing something**

* * *

><p>A Prophecy and June Twenty Fourth<p>

**September 5, 1991 (five days into Lina's first year)**

The Hogwarts staff were crowded in the Headmaster's office, having a rendezvous after a stressful week of teaching.

"The first week gone," Dumbledore sighs.

"Thirty five weeks of torture left," Severus Snape drawls.

"Harry Potter's finally joined Hogwarts," squeaks Filius Flitwick.

"Do not speak of Potter in my presence," Snape sneers. "He didn't even know where to find a _bezoar…"_

"I didn't at that age!" Pomona Sprout says indignantly.

"Just because you had a grudge against Harry Potter's father—!" begins Minerva McGonagall angrily, but she was cut off by a loud wail. Sybill Trelawney had just collapsed on the floor.

"Sybill?" Pomona asks her. "Are you alright?"

Sybill clutches her head, before her face went blank. She opens her mouth, and a horrifying rasp comes out:

_"__Two girls that will have warred,_

_Daughters of the Dark Lord._

_One on the Light Side, a flame as bright,_

_The other on the Dark Side, as dark as night._

_One girl will anger the other,_

_In the death of a girl like a sister._

_The girl only knew as of late,_

_That one kill has sealed her fate._

_She never would have expected her to cause fatal pains,_

_But on that night the flame will fully unleash her power's chains."_

She then collapses into Pomona's arms, and she takes her to the Hospital Wing. The others merely stare at each other, processing Trelawney's words.

"You-Know-Who has…_heirs?" _Minerva says nervously. "Two daughters…Albus, this is _not good! _If they know about their heritage…we could very well be looking at a reigning of darkness!"

"It says one of them is on the light side?" Filius says hopefully.

"Brooklyn Amalia," Snape says suddenly and they all jump.

"Is—is she one of them?" asks Minerva. "I don't remember ever teaching her. Have you met her, Severus? What is she like?"

"I don't have much hope for that one." Snape replies coolly. "She's been raised by Death Eaters all her life, she takes after her Father."

"Oh dear…oh dear…" Minerva says. "Albus, do you know _anything _about the other girl? The other daughter?"

Dumbledore purses his lips before looking through his magical birth records for current Hogwarts students. "There is another candidate, no one will ever suspect this one, and things line up perfectly for it to be her…her looks. Her date of birth. How her birth certificate has an erased muggle name and _TMR _engraved on it in magic for the designated father. She is at Hogwarts and she is a first year."

"Who?" Minerva asks.

"Alina Ruby," Snape says again. After some silence he speaks again. "I was told the Dark Lord had a lost daughter, Alina Ruby. I doubt she actually knows who she is."

"Alina Ruby…" Minerva murmurs under her breath, the gears turning. "Alina…Ruby…she…I don't remember teaching her…there was a girl…at the Sorting…Alina…Lina…Quimby." Suddenly, it clicks. _"__Lina Quimby?! _But—but that's not possible! She is in my House, a Gryffindor! And she is Harry Potter, _the Boy Who Lived's _close friend!"

"Exactly," Dumbledore replies to her comment. "The Light Side."

"Oh. Well…well…" Minerva splutters, her mind running over the prophecy once more. "_She would never have expected the other to cause fatal pains_…that means one of them is to _kill the other! _Oh Lina, that poor girl…"

Dumbledore raises an eyebrow. "Have you no faith in your student, Minerva? What makes you think Miss Quimby will be the one that is killed? Maybe Lina will be the killer."

"But," Minerva says. "But—_killing another girl?_ If she is the one on the Light Side…"

"And it must be done. Lina _must_ kill her so she doesn't try and rule in her father's place." Dumbledore says firmly. "We don't want another reign of Darkness, do we? You are forgetting a very important line in the prophecy. _One will anger the other, in the death of a sister._ Either way, _both girls will be killers._ You know that the loss of a loved one can lead one to do things they wouldn't normally do."

The staff all stare at Dumbledore, speechless.

"So you're saying that…that…_Lina Quimby_ will kill Brooklyn Amalia…and Brooklyn will kill someone that is like a sister to Lina?" Filius gasps, horrified. "I do not believe this!"

"I believe that's what he said. Get with the program," snaps Snape.

"I didn't say anything. Merely predicting. Goodnight all," Dumbledore says in a final tone. "I'd ask you all not to let Miss Quimby know in any way, shape, or form that you know anything about this or her heritage. She's eleven now. No one should think about that when they're eleven."

"We have to tell her at some point, Albus," Minerva insists as the rest of the staff files out.

"Agreed," Snape says in a monotone. "As much as I dislike the girl, she must know."

"Sixteen, then," says Dumbledore. "We will talk about this again in five years' time when she reaches sixteen and we'll see what happens and if she's ready."

* * *

><p><span><strong>Current Point in Story (June 23, 1996):<strong>

**Lina**

_"You went to Starbucks?!_ I thought you guys said you were going to the bathroom! No wonder you were gone for half an hour…" Percy hisses as Anne, Piper, and I approach him in Kay's Jewelers.

"We did use the bathroom," Piper says.

"Clearly they have no cleaning service," Anne wrinkles her nose. "But it's a New York mall…what did I expect…?"

"But Starbucks was right there and we just had to…" I trail off. "Line took forever and Piper wouldn't let me use the Confundus charm."

"I got a vanilla frappuccino," Anne muses, taking a sip.

"Caramel," Piper takes a sip of hers.

"Double chocolate chip, you should try it, its heaven." I say.

"Okay, _never mind_ what you all got at Starbucks!" Percy says exasperatedly. "It's between these two rings for Wise Girl…once I choose it I'm going to try and get it personalized…"

I look at the two rings. One had a dazzling grey stone. The other one had a sea-green stone.

Anne and I immediately point to the sea-green one, and Piper points to the dazzling grey one.

"But Pipes, whenever Annabeth looks down at the sea-green stone, she can think of her Seaweed Brain!" I protest.

"I know, but this one compliments Annabeth!" Piper argues.

"Okay, I have a perfect way to choose," Percy announces before taking a deep breath. "Eeeny meeny miny moe catch a tiger by its toe if it hollers let him go eeeny meeny miny moe my mother told me to pick the very best one and you are it!"

Anne, Piper, and I look at each other and burst out laughing, nearly choking on our drinks.

"Good job," I say sarcastically. "That's the _perfect _way to pick a wedding ring. This is why we call you Kelp Head. And ha, Pipes! My choice won!"

"Wait until we tell Annabeth her wedding ring was picked by a nursery rhyme," Piper breaks into snickers.

"Shut up, Aphrodite girls," Percy retorts, but we only laugh harder. "Of all the people I let come with me to pick out the ring, I picked you three…"

"Doesn't Annabeth Jackson sound lovely?" I gush before Piper and I start talking excitedly about the future of Percabeth.

"Perfect choice!" The cashier lady beams as Percy places the sea-green ring on the table.

"Anne and I picked it," I say smugly.

"No you didn't," Percy says.

"The nursery rhyme favored us," I say sweetly.

"I assume you'd like it personalized?" She asks and Percy nods. After specifics, the lady says they'd have it ready by tomorrow.

"Can I go with you to get it tomorrow?!" I plead, making puppy dog eyes.

"Absolutely not," Percy says. My face fell. "Come on, you know Annabeth will get suspicious. I need someone to distract her tomorrow."

"Tomorrow," Anne muses. "June twenty fourth."

"June twenty fourth," I agree, pulling Anne into a hug. "As known as, my little Anne-Banana's eleventh birthday!"

"Don't people get their Hogwarts letters on their eleventh birthdays?" Anne asks.

I pull her closer, "Let's not go there." I mutter.

* * *

><p>Anne and I were strolling around Camp the next day, on her birthday, reminiscing about the past and extremely glad that nothing life-threatening seemed to be happening.<p>

"Hey guys," Kayla from the Apollo Cabin approaches us with a smile. "Chiron said he wants both of you in the Big House as soon as possible."

I nod. "Thanks, Kayla." She leaves. "Gee, I wonder why he wants us in the Big House…" A feeling of dread comes inside me.

"I wonder too," Anne says, but instead of dreadful she sounds excited.

"Well, we'd better go then, shall we?" I tell Anne before we make our way over there.

Chiron motions for us to sit. "Now, Anne dear," He sighs. "Unlike Lina here…I'm assuming you won't be very surprised when you hear this.

"I'm/she's a witch?" We say at the same time.

Chiron simply nods. "Now, I'm assuming Lina comes back and tells you everything, so I don't have much to say this time. All I have to say is, here is your letter."

I pinch myself. _Yep. Anne's a witch. It's true. She'll be playing connector._

**Anneliese Prior**

**The Aphrodite Cabin at Camp Half Blood**

**Half Blood Hill**

"You never told me your full name was Anneliese?" I ask her.

Anne shrugs. "I wanted to start anew."

I nod in understanding, remembering when I introduced myself as 'Lina' instead of 'Alina' to Luke, Thalia, and Annabeth when I first met them.

**Dear Miss Prior,**

**We are pleased to inform you that you have been accepted at Hogwarts School of Witchcraft and Wizardry. Please find an enclosed list of all books and equipment.**

**Term begins September 1st. We await your owl no later than July 31st. **

**Yours sincerely,**

**Minerva McGonagall,**

**Deputy Headmistress**

We look over the enclosed list, which was pretty much the same list as my first year.

"Wow," Anne marvels. "I'll be going with you…I'm so excited…"

"Well, looks like you and I will be going to Diagon Alley at some point," I manage to say jovially. Suddenly, I hear a buzz from my pocket. "I…I have to look at this, sorry."

I open the journal given to me by Draco Malfoy, and I see two words that make my blood run cold.

_'__Lina-Flower: V gave me the Mark a couple hours ago. I had no choice…guess I'm an official Death Eater.'_

June twenty-fourth.

The day Anne Prior found out she was a witch.

But it was also a day when Draco Malfoy was forced into something that could possibly ruin his life.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So, first chapter done! Short, but done! The second chapter will be longer as I'm going to try and finish the summer, or most of the summer :) Final ship's decision in the making…lol. I hope you liked it so far! Tell me if you want Percabeth and Thalia back at Hogwarts!**

**I have plans for Anne…and Draco and Lina for that matter…**

**Please R&R and tell me what you think :)**

**-Ana**


	2. Hermione at Camp and the Disguised Girl

Hermione at Camp and the Disguised Girl

**A/N: So, here I am with the next chapter! It's great to know how many people stuck with me as I was writing this, thank you all :) So, I thought State testing meant I was going to be super busy, but turns out they all forgot about giving homework, lol! xD I spent the time after the test arguing with my friend on scrap paper about why I wasn't a muggle…lol. **

**Enjoy the next chapter of, 'The Meaning of Life!' :)**

* * *

><p><span><strong>Lina<strong>

"Are you alright, Lina dear?" Chiron asks me.

"I—I'm fine," I stammer, closing the notebook shut and putting it away in my handbag. I'd have to write something back soon.

I send Anne a reassuring smile.

"This also came for you," Chiron says, handing it to me.

"Oh crap," I mutter, opening the envelope. "My exam results. Crap, crap, _crap…_Anne-Banana, when you go to Hogwarts, don't fail everything like I'm going to do…"

**Ordinary Wizarding Level Results**

_Pass Grades:_

Outstanding (O)

Exceeds Expectations (E)

Acceptable (A)

_Fail Grades:_

Poor (P)

Dreadful (D)

Troll (T)

_Alina Ruby Quimby has achieved:_

_Ancient Runes: A_

_Astronomy: A_

_Care of Magical Creatures: E_

_Charms: O_

_DADA: O_

_Herbology: E_

_History of Magic: D_

_Potions: O_

_Transfiguration: E_

I reread the results. I passed everything but History of Magic, which was to be expected. That subject was land of the boring. Plus, I can drop it now. I know that 'Acceptable' wasn't a strong enough grade to continue on with a subject. The truth is that I found Hermione and Annabeth excelling at the subject while I barely scraped through, having a horrible time keeping up with all the readings and translations.

Oh well. I don't need to read and translate to become an Auror. It isn't required, plus I hear there's way too much homework involved in NEWT level Ancient Runes, so I'll just say goodbye to that one.

Never cared much for Astronomy.

Care of Magical Creatures. I could continue on if I wanted to, but I don't think I can…but it would devastate poor Hagrid…I'll talk to my friends and see what they think.

I feel a rush of excitement, happiness, and delight when I see that black O next to Potions. I did it. I scored an O.

Plus, I would pay to see the look on Snape's face as I walk smugly into his class, while he sits there and wonders how _Lina Quimby _of all people got in his NEWT level class and that he would never get rid of me.

But that means I have to, er, _thank, _Draco Malfoy. Ugh…

How it kills me. I'll think on that later.

I was brought out of my thoughts by Anne asking me how I did.

"I did pretty well, actually," I tell Anne. "I achieved everything I needed to in order to become an Auror." Suddenly, I feel horrid. _Harry, Ron, and I agreed that we'd work together as Aurors. I might've gotten the grades I needed, but the chances of Harry and Ron getting an Outstanding in Potions…_

I then made a decision. If my friends couldn't be Aurors, I wouldn't be one either. It wouldn't be fair.

"But I don't think I'll be an Auror," I tell Anne.

"Why not Lin-Bean, I thought it was your dream?" Anne asks.

"It is, Anne-Banana." I sigh. "But I'm worried, you know. I got help with Potions…"

"From who?" Anne asks.

I blush. "It's none of your business." I say defensively.

"Your boyfriend?" Anne asks teasingly.

"I'm single," I say bluntly. "So, anyway," I say, cutting her off. "Harry and Ron didn't get that kind of help, and Snape's very strict in his NEWT level class, and I'm worried they don't have the necessary grades to join it."

"Wait, I don't get it." Anne says. "You're giving up your dream…for your ex?"

"It does kind of sound silly when you say it, but Harry was my longtime close friend for a long time before that. It didn't turn out like Percabeth. I actually think our dating ruined years of solid friendship now that I think on it," I say. "I'm not sure we knew what love was. Hell, I still don't know what love is. If someone asked me 'Lina, what is love?' I'd say Percabeth."

Anne laughs.

We hear someone clear their throat, and we jump, realizing Chiron was still in the room.

"Right," I say, putting a hand on Anne's shoulder. "Well, I'll be sure to take Anne to Diagon Alley sometime this summer, and yeah. I'll have to make two trips though. The lists for current Hogwarts students don't come until July thirty-first and I'm not making her wait that long."

"One second," Chiron says. "Anne dear, you must be careful. As Lina might've said, it's rather dangerous to be both a demigod and a witch."

"I'm sure I'll be _much _more careful than _Lina_ over here, so you don't need to worry." Anne says cheekily, causing me to glare at her.

Chiron nods as we leave.

* * *

><p>I was scribbling in the notebook.<p>

Well, even if you're a Death Eater, you'll still always be the same slick git I know and hate.

_Thanks…HEY!_

Yep. Oh did you get your OWL results back yet? Got an O in DADA, Charms, and Potions, an E in Care of Magical Creatures, Herbology, and Transfiguration, an A in Ancient Runes and Astronomy, and…a D in History of Magic cause that subject is a load of crap.

_Straight O's._

Thanks to me, now you have to say that Lina Quimby is the most awesome person in the world.

_You. Are. Insufferable._

So I've been told.

…

I'm waiting.

_Okay, okay! Lina Quimby is the most awesome person in the world, happy? Now you have to say…hmm…I'm going to have some fun with you…_

DON'T TRY ANYTHING WITH ME SLICK GIT.

_…__hmm…I love Draco Malfoy for getting me an O in Potions._

Are you trying to kill me or something?! I THANK Draco Malfoy for getting me an O in Potions. Nice try though.

_Insufferable. Did you know that Mother said I scored top of the year in OWLS? She has access to the list of people in the year. _

What the hell! Even Hermione?

_Apparently Granger got O's in everything else, but an E in DADA! She's second in the year this time! No more being second to Hermione Granger!_

She's going to be so disappointed! I betrayed her! I denied her top spot of the year by helping YOU do so! YOU GIT!

_Isn't it great?_

NO!

_Aw, come on, you should be happy for me, Lina-flower._

NOT AT HERMIONE'S EXPENSE YOU GIT! On a different note, what number am I in the year?

_Not bad. You're the fourteenth. So there's me, Granger, Blaise, Theo, a bunch of Ravenclaws including Brocklehurst, Daphne, MacMillan, Bones, then you. It was mostly History of Magic that dragged you down. If that weren't included you'd easily be in top ten._

Ah. Better than Parkinson, correct? See, even with the D in History of Magic, I'm still awesome. I'm guessing Crabbe and Goyle are forty-ninth and fiftieth? Seeing as there's fifty people in our year.

_Yep. It's not only you, most people in the year failed History of Magic. Crabbe and Goyle are the bottom two. And Parkinson is fortieth. Potter's eighteenth and Weasley's twentieth._

Ha. Take that Parkinson. I hate her. Don't know why. Good luck Death Eater-ing? Don't do anything you don't want to do. Seriously, just leave the Manor and write me in the journal if it gets bad. I'll come up with something.

_You hate her because she's my girlfriend._

Don't push it, slick git. SHE IS YOUR WHAT?! OKAY NOW I REALLY HATE HER!

_Jealous?_

NO!

_You're sure?_

I DON'T CARE WHO THE HELL YOU DATE! KISS THE GIANT SQUID FOR ALL I CARE! OH WAIT! EVEN THE SQUID IS TOO GOOD FOR YOU! YOU AND PARKINSON ARE PERFECT FOR EACH OTHER AND I HOPE YOU'RE VERY HAPPY TOGETHER! I HOPE FOR YOUR FIRST DATE YOU GO CLIFF SIGHTSEEING RIGHT AT THE EDGE...AND I HOPE THERE'S A LOT OF WIND...AND YOU JUST HAPPEN TO...FALL...

_You're sure you're sure?_

SHUT UP!

_Parkinson isn't really my girlfriend, she just thinks she is, I just wanted to see if it would piss you off. It worked. _

GO TO TARTARUS.

_You don't scare me at all, Lina-flower._

SHUT UP BEFORE I SEND PERCY AND THALIA AFTER YOU.

* * *

><p><em>Dear Lina,<em>

_How's your summer going at Camp Half-Blood? Hopefully you're safe and well. I'm at the Burrow. Yes, you heard me, the Burrow. You tell me everything, and I guess now I owe it to you. Just don't tell Harry or Ron yet. Where do I begin? My parents and I were never close. No, don't think like that. They love me. They never hurt me, physically or verbally. It's just like I feel like a spectator in my own house. The third wheel to my parents. Even before I went to Hogwarts they were like this. I guess that's why I stay at the Burrow, where I'm always welcome. _

_Enough of me, anyways. So Sirius managed to get a nice little cottage near the Burrow where he and Harry live. They visit every day. Well, every hour, really._

_So, OWL results came. How did you do? I got O's in everything...but an E in DADA, I don't get it, we worked so hard in Dumbledore's Army...I hope you did well on yours and I hope to see you soon._

_Love from Hermione_

I didn't know. I set out some paper to write Hermione back. I suddenly get an interesting idea.

* * *

><p><em>"<em>_One?!"_ I gasp. _"__Only one?!"_

"You're lucky I even let you do this at all," Chiron says wryly. "You cannot bring them all here. Seeing as Wizards can see through the mist, you may bring _one _friend here for the rest of the summer. _Not _three friends. _One."_

I nod excitedly. "Thank you!"

I scribble my letter out to Hermione, telling her that Chiron had given me permission to invite a friend over for the summer. And she was the one I was letting come.

* * *

><p>"I can't believe he's letting you do this," Hermione marvels as she steps out of the floo. "I'm so excited for this…I also thought you'd like to know that I just left behind a murderous Harry and a murderous Ron right now because you could only bring one person."<p>

"Yeah, tell them sorry from me, I wanted to bring everyone," I say. "Oh!" I squeal. "Crookshanks, for the last time, I am not a comfy pillow," I scold, shaking my head and handing him to an amused Hermione. "Whenever I see him after a long time he does that."

"You're lucky then, that means he likes you. He hisses whenever he sees Ron after a long time. Oh, and I think Fred and George were visiting that day, they wanted to come too," Hermione finishes.

"Great, half the Weasley children are after my blood," I grumble. "Well, Chiron isn't here, so, I guess I'll show you around the Camp, to see everything. Oh, and when we get to my Cabin, ignore anything Drew Tanaka says to you, I'll explain later," I finish. "I think you're gonna have a great time. You'll see a wedding proposal in August," I supply. "So, what's going on at Casa De Weasley?" I ask as I haul her trunk outside. Hermione follows, cradling Crookshanks in her arms.

"You know how Bill's been seeing Fleur Delacour?" Hermione asks, and I nod.

"Well, he proposed, and now she's coming over every other day and annoying everyone to death," Hermione rolls her eyes. "She treats Ginny and I as if we're three! Ginny calls her Phlegm. And to make matters worse, Ron is utterly _obsessed _with her! Ginny's upset that I left because now she has to deal with her alone."

"Great, another Weasley that's after my blood. I mean, Ginny doesn't actually know _where _we are unlike the others, but still." I comment. "And a Potter. I think I should send you back to the Burrow, Hermione, seeing as there's a large bounty on my head." I joke.

"Oh, they'll get over it," Hermione says, "Did they seriously think I wouldn't pass up this opportunity? I've barely even seen the place!"

"I knew there was something fishy about that Fleur girl," I comment. "You know that Anne got her Hogwarts acceptance letter a week ago? It actually happened."

"That's great!" Hermione says.

"Uh, no it's not, it's dangerous," I counter.

"You're the last person that should be talking about safety, you know that?" Hermione chuckles as we continue walking.

"People make it such a big deal," I sigh. "I mean I'm not _that _reckless, am I?"

Hermione made a cough that vaguely sounded like, _"__Understatement of the century!" _We keep walking and after a moment, she gasps. "Is that actual _lava _on that climbing wall?"

I shrug. "Camp challenge. A normal one would be boring, wouldn't it? I once got dared to climb through the entire thing. Barely made it, but I won the prize."

Hermione's eyes widen in shock and horror before we continue on. "You all are very…interesting. That's the word for you." She finally says.

I open the door that leads to the arena. Inside, we find groups of two sparring with each other. Sherman of the Ares Cabin was teaching a group of kids a little younger than Anne the art of fighting with their weapons.

"Welcome to the arena." I say simply. "My favorite activity in here is punching dummies to let off steam. Seriously, if Hogwarts had one of these, I would never put anyone in the Hospital Wing ever again. Malfoy's the exception."

"You seem to be a little…friendlier toward Malfoy than before," Hermione comments. I curse myself for mentioning the ferret in front of the most observant of my friends. "Nothing against it, I'd just shared a couple of words with Thalia about it."

I made a vow that the next time I saw that Huntress I would murder her. "You did?" I ask. "Well, don't believe everything Thalia says."

Hermione shrugs. "It doesn't matter if you are. If I have to, I will…_tolerate him."_

Hermione's words gave me a relief, but I hid it. I had to make it look as if I had no frenemy-ship with Malfoy, and just an enemy-ship. If that makes any sense.

Sherman notices the entrance of two people and turns around from his lesson. "Oh hey, Lina," He calls.

The group of kids turn toward me and start whispering amongst themselves, something I'd learned to take in my stride.

"Oh, hey Sherman! What's up?" I call.

"Nothing, really. Clarisse and Mark being douches," He replies.

"Oh, aren't they always?" I laugh. "Oh, just how do you deal with them every single day?"

"That's easy," Sherman replies. He reaches into his pocket and pulls out a can of pepper spray. "I carry this around."

"I've _got_ to get me one of those," I say. "What do you think, Hermione?"

"I think he shouldn't go around giving you any ideas," Hermione says pointedly.

"Who's your friend?" Sherman asks, his attention on Hermione.

"Oh, this is Hermione Granger, she's from my boarding school, Chiron allowed it cause she can see through the mist," I tell him.

"Cool," Sherman says. "Hermione, is it?"

Hermione nods, "Yeah."

"Pretty name," Sherman says before winking. "Hope to see you around."

Hermione and I exit the arena. "He seems nice," She says.

"Nice? My gods, he was totally hitting on you!" I gush. "Anyways, he's a child of Ares, the whole lot of them are mean and ruthless, but Sherman's our exception. Though I suppose it's best if nothing happens. I'm a Romione shipper, you see." I say casually. "Lavender's been trying to interfere though. I must stop her from invading my ship."

"A what?" Hermione asks. "Romione…is that supposed to be some sort of ship name for Ron and me?" She nearly shrieks.

"Yep. Romione, I like the way it sounds," I say.

"You're delusional," She scoffs.

We finally reach our destination, the Aphrodite Cabin, and I lug Hermione's suitcase on the empty bed Chiron put in. Hermione lets go of Crookshanks and puts him gently on the bed. Crookshanks hisses in protest and runs over to my bed, promptly sleeping in it.

"Aw, come on!" I complain. "That's where I sleep! Okay, I'm on Ron's side now. I bloody hate that cat!"

Neither Piper nor Anne were in the cabin, but unfortunately Drew was. "Hello, Lina," She says in a sickeningly sweet voice. "What did I tell you about bringing filth into our cabin?"

"This is who I told you about, please ignore her, I will deal with her," I hiss in Hermione's ear. "I do hope you're not referring to Hermione?" I say sweetly. "She'll be staying with us for a couple of months."

"In the _Aphrodite _Cabin?" Drew wrinkles her nose.

"Yes, here. I'll have you know that Sherman hit on her, you know, the son of Ares that dated you because he liked you, but dumped you two days later because he found out that you were actually a clingy asshole?" I question. "Of course, nobody blames him. Sherman's too nice. If I were him, I'd have dated you only to dump you in the Black Lake an hour later."

"Don't talk to me like that!" She huffs.

"Then don't talk to Hermione like that," I counter. "And remember who has the true power here."

"It certainly isn't yourself," Drew huffs.

"What is she, the resident Pansy Parkinson of this place?" Hermione mutters, and I nod.

The door opens, and Piper and Anne come in. "Why'd you open the door to the Poseidon Cabin?" Anne was grumbling to Piper. "I'm only eleven. Everyone knows to knock before opening that door, I'll never look at Percy or Annabeth the same again!"

"I didn't think we'd see them nearing third base," Piper shudders. "I'd love to get that out of my head. Ooh, sis, you told us you were bringing someone over."

"Oh, yeah, Lin-Bean told me about Hermione," Anne says. "We met three years ago in Diagon Alley, remember?"

"Ah, three years ago," I say wistfully. "Less losses," I deadpan.

"I remember that day," Hermione says. "It's nice to see you again after all these years. Lina tells me you're going to be a first-year this year?"

As Hermione and Anne talk about Hogwarts, Piper and I flop down on her bed, since Hermione's devil-cat is currently occupying mine.

"So, what's this about opening the Poseidon Cabin? Did you make my little Anne lose her innocence?" I question Piper.

"I didn't think they'd be doing _that." _Piper shudders.

"Pipes, I opened the doors of the Poseidon Cabin, the Zeus Cabin, the Ares Cabin, _and _the Apollo Cabin all this summer to see things I shouldn't have. I have absolutely _no_ innocence anymore." I laugh. "It's why I gave the Ares Cabin a zero for cabin inspection. Clarisse nearly tried to kill me."

* * *

><p><span><strong>Malfoy Manor<strong>

"Did you bring me the girl's body, Greyback?" Voldemort asks coldly. A group of Death Eaters, including his daughter and what's left of the Malfoy family, stands behind him.

"Certainly, my Lord," Greyback says. He holds a muggle girl of about sixteen, with blonde hair and blue eyes. "I had a bit of fun with her beforehand, hopefully you don't mind?" He eyes the girl hungrily. Draco recoils from him.

"Bring her body to me," Voldemort commands.

Greyback came towards the Dark Lord with the girl in his arms, and Voldemort takes her from him. "Did you find out this girl's name?"

"The muggle girl's name was Lilliana Marie Schrodinger. She was called Lilly by her family and friends," Greyback replies. "She just _happened _to be home alone tonight."

"Excellent," Voldemort says coldly. "You are dismissed, Greyback."

Greyback bows before leaving.

"Now, Death Eaters. The girl, Lilliana, shall be very useful, even if she is dead. Brooklyn, you asked me several months ago how you will be able to go to Hogwarts. I present to you your answer." Voldemort says.

"A dead _muggle _girl?" Brooke wrinkles her nose.

Voldemort fishes through his robes and pulls out a vial. "This is Polyjuice Potion," He says. "I will keep the girl in the basement and keep pulling out her hairs as necessary. You will take the name and appearance of this girl. You will take the persona of Lilly Schrodinger, and you will be a homeschooled half-blood witch that decided to go to Hogwarts for the last two years."

"So you want me to take the name and appearance of this girl _just_ so I can go to Hogwarts?" Brooke wonders.

"It is the only way," Voldemort says. "Not only that, but I want you to get into Gryffindor. Use those gentle Occlumency shields I showed you. I want to know the weaknesses of that Golden Quartette, including Alina. I want you to, I know this pains you, but I want you to befriend them. That will be fairly easy as long as you make a good first impression."

"Will I still have magic?!" Brooke asks in alarm.

"Do not worry daughter, you will still have the same abilities, as it is only your appearance that changes, and not your blood or who you are," Voldemort tells her.

_'__This is sick,' _Draco thinks, _'__Very sick. Lina should know about this, she shouldn't fall into the trap.'_

"And should any of them find out who I _really_ am?" Brooke asks, her now obsidian eyes boring straight into Draco's grey ones.

"Oh, they won't." Voldemort turns his gaze to Draco, as if he knew. "Will they?"

"O—of course not." Draco stammers. "My Lord," He adds hastily.

"Very good, Draco." Voldemort says. "I will not hesitate to kill my own daughter."

Draco's face pales. He notices Brooke didn't seem fazed at all, so the only other option was that he must be talking about Lina.

"Are you threatening Draco?" Narcissa's voice rings across the room.

"Of course not," Voldemort says coldly. "Just a rather unlikely friend of his, a girl who I'm ashamed to call daughter. Brooklyn, the plan of Lilliana Schrodinger shall commence on September the first. Be ready."

* * *

><p><strong>AN: So, I'm just thinking, 'I let the demigods go to Hogwarts, why not do it the other way around?' and that's where the idea of Hermione coming to Camp Half Blood comes from. This is going slower than I thought, but that's okay! I changed my planning a little bit. So the rest of the summer will be in the next chapter (INCLUDING the Percabeth proposal! xD Percabeth, Percabeth, Percabeth is my OTP!) I'm sorry, got carried away there. **

**Chapter 4 will be the Hogwarts Express scene. Let's just say when Harry decides to spy on Draco, he'll be in for a shock ;) Oh yeah, and they'll also get introduced to "Lilliana Schrodinger." xD **

**I hope you liked the chapter! :)**

**Please R&R :)**

**-Ana**
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Double Diagon Alley and a Proposal

**A/N: So, here I am with the next chapter. I need to get something off my chest, and I'm sorry for this. I write this series for mine and your enjoyment, and I am human, not an update machine. I LOVE your reviews, and don't stop sending them ;) Just…I want there to be something else in it rather than 'Ana, hurry you're taking forever.' I work horribly under pressure, so hopefully this longer chapter's good. We're getting to exam month, so…don't expect much from me. Please.**

**Someone asked where I got 'Lilliana Schrodinger' from. Well, I was sitting there reading my science homework back in November (yes. I've been waiting since bloody ****_November _****to implement this). There was some guy called Erwin Schrodinger, and…yeah :P**

**Enjoy the next chapter of, 'The Meaning of Life!' :)**

* * *

><p><strong><span>Lina<span>**

After much begging and pleading from Anne that she couldn't wait until we got our lists to go and she had to read all the books as soon as possible, Hermione and I agree that we would both take her to Diagon Alley now, and we'd make a second trip there later in the summer with Harry and the Weasley's when we get our supply lists.

So, that's where I am now. Two weeks from when Anne first got her Hogwarts letter. We'd finished getting her robes and some robes of our own and now I'm bored out of my mind in a bookshop because I don't want to get a hundred books like Hermione and Anne.

Why does Hermione even need anything yet? Oh, wait. I know, it's because she's _Hermione. _I was so bored that I was actually thinking about writing Malfoy in the journal for an argument or something.

I feel a cold, unfamiliar hand on my shoulder. I jolt, grabbing my wand and whirling around. I notice it was Malfoy's mother, I think her name was Narcissa? Her blonde hair was tied in a regal bun and she was just done buying a set of Wizarding cookbooks. My heart beats rapidly as I turn around and see if Malfoy was anywhere near her, but he wasn't. "Alina," She says coolly.

"Mrs. Malfoy," I say evenly. I didn't trust her enough to put my wand completely away, wondering just what she wants from me. You can never know with _that _family. The father wants to kill me, the son's a slick git, and the mother...I'm sure she doesn't like me, she called me a 'dangerous traitor' last year in Diagon Alley. The day I ever got intertwined with the Malfoy's is a day I want to go back in time to change.

Actually, I should go back in time and find a way to make Mrs. Malfoy infertile. That solves everything. And it makes my life far less complicated because there would be no slick gits.

"Let me just get to the point," She says briskly. "First of all, I am not out to get you, so you can put your wand away. I cannot, however, say the same for Lucius. Second, there is a girl that will be transferring into Hogwarts during sixth year. Be wary of her, she's not who you think she is."

"Why are you being decent to me?" I ask her suspiciously. "And warning me about…this girl?"

"A mother wants their son to be happy," Mrs. Malfoy says simply. "Even if it goes against everything she's ever believed in." She turns around without a second glance, leaves the shop, and Apparates away.

"We're done, Lin-Bean." Anne says cheerfully, as she and Hermione come up to me.

"Oh, finally," I sigh. "Let's get out of this place."

"Who was that blonde woman talking to you?" Anne asks curiously.

"C'mon, we're going to go get your wand before we go!" I say, hoping to change her thought process.

"I'm so excited!" Anne gushes.

While I managed to successfully distract Anne, Hermione was still giving me a look. "That was _Narcissa Malfoy,"_ She says. "What did she want from you?"

"Nothing," I say dismissively.

"You know you can tell me anything, right?" Hermione presses.

"There are some things that should just be kept a secret," I shrug. "In other words, I'll tell you later. Come on, let's go to Ollivanders so Anne-Banana can get her…_holy crap,"_ I gasp.

"Everyone got their wands here," Hermione says, shocked.

Ollivanders was totally deserted. "Was this where I was supposed to get my wand?" Anne asks. "Will I be able to do magic now?" Hermione and I share a look. We look around the rest of Diagon Alley. The place had definitely changed. We look over at Florean Fortescue's, the ice cream shop we were planning to go to. It was boarded shut.

I put an arm around Anne. "It's the war," I tell her. "There are other wand-makers around here, don't worry."

"What's that place?" She asks, pointing at the one place that gave off light and laughter. "Can we go there?"

I look over at it, and a wide grin spreads on my face. "They did it! Weasley's Wizarding Wheezes! Oh my gods, they did it!" I laugh, the laughter echoing in the not-as-packed Diagon Alley.

"What's that?" Anne asks.

"It's a joke shop made by two friends of mine who graduated last year," I explain. "Well, technically, they didn't _graduate, _but close enough…of course we can go there! Hermione, please?"

"Sure," Hermione sighs as we all walk over to the joke shop.

The bell rings as we open the door and walk in. I burst into laughter when I saw a bobble head of the Toad yelling, _"__I WILL HAVE ORDER!"_

"I love what they've done with the place," I comment.

"You do?" A familiar voice asks.

"That means," Another familiar voice continues.

"So much,"

"To us."

I turn around, "Fred! George! It's been so long!" I exclaim happily.

"Lina!" They cheer, sandwiching me into a hug.

"This is amazing, I swear, I'm gonna buy this entire store," I tell them. "Starting with those Daydream Potions that make you _look_ like you're paying attention in class…"

"Those are a new creation," Fred explains as he gives Hermione a one-armed hug. "Thought they'd work well for Binns' class," He winks.

"I'm just glad I'm quitting that awful subject," I sneer. "I got a D on the History of Magic OWL."

"Don't tell Hermione," George whispers. "But Fred and I both got T's on it, because we didn't know anything about it and didn't even bother."

I burst out laughing. "I was this close to doing that!"

"I'm going to guess what you got an O on: Defense against the Dark Arts, and Charms," Fred says.

"Yes, and one more," I grin.

"Transfiguration?" Fred asks.

I shake my head.

"Herbology?" George asks.

I shake my head again.

"Astronomy?" Fred asks.

I shake my head again.

"Care of Magical Creatures?" George asks.

"Nope," I pop the p.

"Oh, dear Merlin…_Potions?!" _Fred asks.

"Yep!" I cheer.

"Who would've guessed?" George laughs, swinging me around, "Our dearest Lina getting an O in Snape's subject…please, take some stuff from our shop to prank Snape while you're there, on the house!"

_'__Because I got help from Malfoy,' _I think in my head, but it would be rather foolish to say that to Fred and George. I don't think they'd react well.

"What are these pink things?" Hermione asks.

"Love potions," George says, as we walk over to where she was.

I take a whiff of these and wince, "Whoever wants me to fall in love with them should not give me one of these, they smell horrid."

"Either of you have a special someone?" Fred teases, and we shake our heads, blushing.

"Those blushes say otherwise," George winks. "But don't worry, dearest Hermione, our brother's a bit daft."

"You're a Romione shipper?" I gasp, and George and I high five.

"I hate all of you," Hermione glares. "Well," She grins evilly, "Lina was blushing too."

I give her a death-glare.

"Okay," Fred says. "So we know it isn't Harry, because you've been down _that_ road. It's not us, we would've know by now. It's not Ron since you ship Romione, it's not Percy because he's a git, and Bill and Charlie are way too old. We _will_ get there. It's not anyone in your year in Gryffindor…Hermione, any ideas?"

"What are these red drinks?" Anne asks. I jump, noticing I've just ignored her for a good ten minutes, and this trip was for her, not for me to talk to Fred and George, but it was fine because she'd been exploring the shop. Anyways, _THANK YOU ANNE FOR SAVING ME FROM THIS CONVERSATION._

I pick one up and take a whiff. "It smells like cherry, what is that?"

"We tested it on the Toad back at school," Fred says.

"That was the day she had the hives," George winks.

"In other words, don't drink that." I tell Anne firmly.

"Oh look, it's the old-fashioned whoopee cushion," Anne giggles.

Eventually, we leave the shop. Anne had gotten one item, Hermione preferred to browse, but I got a full bulging bag. After all, this was going to be my supply of pranking materials for the entire year.

"The Magical Menagerie's open," I suggest. "We could get you an owl, or a cat…"

"I think I want a cat," Anne decides. "I could use your owl for delivering things, right?"

"Of course you can use Midnight, Anne-Banana, she likes you." I assure. "But really, _two _devil-cats instead of one?"

"Lina. Crookshanks is _not_ a devil-cat," Hermione scolds.

"He doesn't give me any bloody personal space!" I argue.

"That means he likes you!" Hermione insists. "You should feel honored, he doesn't take well to many people."

"Yeah, well maybe I want him to hate me…" I grumble as we walk inside the shop to find it just the same as first year. I smile, not everything changed in Diagon Alley.

Anne, in the end, ended up picking a cat with light brown fur and named her Sapphire. "Let's see how this one and Crookshanks get along," I say, gently picking up Sapphire.

We end up going to a lesser-known wand-maker across the street, as Ollivander was gone. Anne ended up with an 11 and a half inch Beech Wand with a Unicorn Tail feather.

And that, was our Diagon Alley trip.

* * *

><p>"Aww, this is so adorable," Hermione murmurs. It turns out that Crookshanks and Sapphire took an immediate liking to each other. I don't know exactly how cats date, but I could tell there was something.<p>

"Anne, we'd better make sure they aren't in the same dormitory," I joke, "Because I don't know how to take care of kittens!"

"We already have NEWT classes, there's no time for a kitten litter," sighs Hermione.

I hear a loud yelp of pain. Drew storms out of the bathroom, dragging Crookshanks out by the tail. "Hey, bushy hair, tell your cat next time it disturbs my shower, I will drown it in the bathwater," She sneers, gripping his tail tighter. Crookshanks yowls in pain.

"Let go of my cat!" Hermione shrieks. "Can't you see he's in pain?"

Drew shrugs and let's go of Crookshanks' tail, and Crookshanks fell to the floor with a thump.

"Oh, you poor thing," Hermione mutters, picking up her cat.

I let out a bark of laughter, because as soon as Drew drops Crookshanks, Sapphire screeches from where she was on my lap, and launches herself onto Drew, clawing and scratching any part of her she could find.

"Good cat! Good Sapphire! Get her! _Get her!"_ I exclaim.

"Help me!" Anne exclaims, as she tries to wrestle her cat back into her grasp.

"I can't, I'm enjoying this way too much." I laugh, watching Sapphire claw Drew again.

Hermione and Anne eventually manage to release Sapphire off of Drew.

"I'm telling Chiron! There should be a rule against cats in here!" Drew shrieks before leaving the Cabin.

"Should we be worried?" Hermione asks.

"I'm not, Chiron should be on my side," I snicker.

* * *

><p>"Where'd you get a t-shirt that says 'I knew Percabeth was going to happen before anyone else?" Percy asks as I walk into his Cabin.<p>

"I had it custom made at the Camp store," I shrug.

"Okay, never mind that…" Percy clears his throat. "So you're Annabeth, and…I'm…"

"You're _you,"_ I say exasperatedly. "Now, propose to me."

"Okay, first of all, Fire-Girl no one will propose to you until you're in your thirties," Percy deadpans and I laugh at his overprotectiveness. "Unless, of course, they would like to be thrown into Tartarus."

"Get on with it!" I exclaim. "Pretend I'm Annabeth. There's no Lina, she isn't in the room right now. Go."

"Annabeth, we've been dating for a year and a half now and I feel like we've been dating an entire lifetime. I knew that ever since we got out of the…place, that I couldn't live without you. When I first met you, I have to admit I didn't like you, and I'm sure you felt the same way. But so much has changed since then. Will you do me the absolute honor of becoming my wife?" Percy asks me.

"Oh, Seaweed Brain," I sniffle. "You may be an idiot…but you're my idiot. Yes, I will marry you!" I fling my arms around him. "Okay, now I'm Lina again, and I'm saying that that was a really good proposal. After the tenth time practicing. Please give me a few minutes to get myself together." I say before taking a deep breath. "PERCABETH IS HERE IT'S HERE IT'S HERE THE PROPOSAL IS HAPPENING SOON OH MY GODS PERCABETH I KNEW IT I KNEW IT I KNEW IT! I'VE KNOWN SINCE I WAS TEN!"

"Done?" Percy raises an eyebrow at me.

"I'm done," I say breathlessly.

* * *

><p>Hermione and I had overnight bags ready. Both of us were going to the Burrow one night because we were going to do our Diagon Alley shopping then stay the night.<p>

As soon as we enter the floo and yell out, "THE BURROW," we were ambushed by pretty much everyone.

First, Ginny and I greet each other, sharing a hug and starting to talk before I was spun around rather roughly by Ron.

"Lina! How's your summer so far? You should've taken me there!" He says indignantly, pulling me into a hug. "You've had your bloody time, Hermione, I call going to America with Lina the rest of the summer!"

I laugh. "Maybe I'll take you next summer, Ron?"

"I thought _I_ could go with you next summer!" A voice complains.

I turn around. "Harry!" I say breathlessly. "How's your summer? How's living without those Dursley assholes going? Okay, so I'll see if I can get permission to take both of you next summer. I suspect Fred and George will want a go sometime…"

He pulls me into a hug. "Great, it's the best summer I've ever had, really."

"I'll bet." I laugh.

"Look what I've got," Harry grins, taking out a shiny Quidditch Captain badge.

"I'd better have a guaranteed spot as Beater, Potter." I threaten.

"Afraid I can't do that," He chuckles. "But I'm sure trying out against the rest of them won't be much of a challenge. You saw them last year. If you don't get in, well, hell will freeze over!"

I laugh. "Thanks. Is Sirius around?" I ask him.

"Did someone say my name?" A voice calls.

"Sirius!" I grin happily, running over towards him.

"Lina, it's great to see you!" Sirius exclaims, pulling me into a hug. "Now," He whispers in my ear. "Word's on the street you'll be taking Snivellus's class for two more years. I'm perfectly willing to give you a list of pranks that the Marauders used on him."

"Well, that will be very beneficial," I smirk.

"Oh, Hermione and Lina," Mrs. Weasley says, giving us motherly hugs. "Lovely to see you, dears. We've just finished lunch, but please, help yourself."

"Oh, it's great to see you too Mrs. Weasley, and, well, we just ate breakfast in our time zone," I explain.

Mrs. Weasley nods. "That's quite alright, dear. We're all getting ready to go to Diagon Alley."

"Why is there a limousine?" I ask.

"Security," Mr. Weasley says.

"Security?" I ask, raising an eyebrow.

"Because I'm the Chosen One," Harry says dryly.

"We've been to Diagon Alley this summer," I tell him. "Half the place is closed, even Ollivanders."

"It's _his _doing," Mr. Weasley says gravely.

"When we get there, none of you can wander off alone, it's not safe out there," Mrs. Weasley frets.

"Mum, do you honestly think You-Know-Who's going to be hiding behind a bookshelf in Flourish and Blotts?" Ron sniggers, and I couldn't help but join in.

"Fortescue and Ollivander went on holiday, did they?" Mrs. Weasley snaps. "If you think security's a laughing matter, you can stay behind and I'll get your things myself!"

"No, I wanna come, I want to see Fred and George's shop!" Ron says hastily.

"It really is amazing," I tell Ron.

"Then, you just buck up your ideas, young man, before I decide you're too immature to come with us!" Mrs. Weasley says angrily.

"Phlegm alert," Ginny mutters in my ear.

Bill Weasley enters the room, along with Fleur Delacour. Bill passes a full money bag over to Harry.

"Where's mine?" Ron says indignantly.

"That's already Harry's, idiot," Bill rolls his eyes. "I got it out of your vault for you, Harry, since it's taking five hours for the public to get their gold at the moment."

"'E is always so thoughtful," Fleur purrs adoringly.

I snort when I see Ginny next to me miming vomiting.

"Sirius!" I call, grabbing my handbag. "You coming?"

"Not today," He says. "I need to take care of some things. I'm applying for Auror again."

"Oh, that's great!" I squeal. "You were an Auror before?"

"I was," He nods in confirmation, "Before…you know…"

I nod in understanding.

We all get into the Ministry of Magic limo, stretching as the car moved away from the Burrow. "Can we go to Diagon Alley like this all the time?" I ask abruptly.

"Don't get used to it, it's only because of Harry," Mr. Weasley calls over his shoulder. "And we'll be joining up with more security at the Leaky Cauldron too."

I scrunch my nose. I don't feel like shopping with people breathing down my neck.

"Here you are then," The driver says after a while. "I'm to wait for you, how long will you be?"

"A couple of hours," Mr. Weasley replies. "Ah, good, he's here!"

Oh, thank goodness. There were no Aurors outside, but instead there was Hagrid. We all greet him excitedly before we step into the Alley.

"I think we'd better do Madam Malkin's first," says Mrs. Weasley. "Ron, you're far too tall, and Harry, you've grown so much. Come on, everyone…"

"It doesn't make sense for all of us to go there, why don't those two go with Hagrid, Hermione and Lina can go with them, and we can go and get everyone's schoolbooks?"

"Hagrid?" Mrs. Weasley asks anxiously.

"They'll be fine with me," Hagrid says soothingly.

We enter the shop and I hear a very familiar voice.

"…not a child, in case you haven't noticed, Mother. I am perfectly capable of doing my shopping _alone." _

"Now dear, your mother's quite right, none of us can wander around on our own anymore, it's nothing to do with being a child…" Madam Malkin was saying soothingly.

"Watch where you're sticking that pin, will you!"

I watch as Draco Malfoy walks over to the mirror and stares at his reflection, only to see our reflection behind him.

He turns toward us. He stares at me for a moment before turning his gaze to Hermione. "If you're wondering what the smell is, Mother, a Mudblood just walked in." He announces.

_Okay. So. He's back to jerk-mode. Damn Malfoy, back again with the insults at my best friend. _**(1).**

"I don't think there's any need for language like that!" Madam Malkin snaps. "And I don't want wands drawn in my shop either!"

I notice that Harry and Ron were both standing there with their wands out, pointed at Malfoy.

"I'm too tired to deal with slick gits today, I have better things to do," I announce haughtily, crossing my arms, trying to get his attention.

"Like you'd dare use magic out of school," sneers Malfoy to Harry and Ron. He _completely_ ignored me! Git.

"That's quite enough!" Madam Malkin says sharply, looking over her shoulder for support.

Narcissa Malfoy strolls out from behind the clothes rack. "Put those away," she says coldly to Harry and Ron. "I shall ensure that if you attack my son, it will be the last thing you ever do."

"Really?" asks Harry. "Going to get a few Death Eater pals to do us in, are you?"

_"__Harry,"_ I hiss.

Madam Malkin squeaks. "You shouldn't accuse—dangerous thing to say—wands away, please!"

I look down at my feet, I was probably the only one to know that they had Voldemort in their Manor.

"Don't you dare talk to my mother like that, Potter!" Malfoy snarls.

"It's alright, Draco," Narcissa says. "I expect Potter will be in the grave before I am reunited with Lucius."

Harry raises his wand higher.

"Please, don't," Hermione begs.

"Ouch! You know what, Mother, I don't think I want these anymore!" Malfoy snaps.

"You're right, Draco. Now that we know the sort of scum that shops here," She glances at Hermione. "We'll do better at Twilfitt and Tatting's."

With that the pair of them strode out of the shop. Malfoy made sure to bang hard into Ron on the way out.

After they left, Madam Malkin hastily did the robe fittings before we were about to leave with Hagrid. Mr. and Mrs. Weasley, along with Ginny, appears, all carrying heavy packages of books.

Little did I know that Malfoy slipped a note meant for me before I left. It was supposed to go in my pocket.

And little did I know the note accidentally landed in _Harry's _pocket instead…

* * *

><p>After going to the Apothecary and the Magical Menagerie to get Potions ingredients and food for our pets, Harry, Ron, Hermione, and I find ourselves in Weasley's Wizarding Wheezes again.<p>

"Look through the window!" Harry hisses. "Where do you think his mummy's at?"

"Why does it matter?" I murmur, peering to see Draco Malfoy scurrying down by himself on a street.

"Get under the cloak," Harry says.

"What?" I gasp. "You're crazy, we can't spy on him!"

"Oh, come _on _Lina!" Ron insists. "Don't you want to know what he's doing?"

"You're right," I say, pulling the cloak closer determinedly, feeling a sudden urge to know what that ferret does in his own time. "Let's go."

"He's gone down to Knockturn Alley," Harry says as we leave. "Come on or we'll lose him!"

"Harry, be careful, our feet will be seen!" Hermione hisses.

"We'll be fine," I assure. "Look, he went into…where is that, Borgin and Burkes?" We peer through the window to see him beyond a large, black cabinet.

The owner, Mr. Borgin, was facing Malfoy, listening to him with fear and resentment.

"If only we could hear what they're saying!" Hermione says.

"We can!" Ron says excitedly. "Damn it, hang on…" He fishes through his bag. "Look, Extendable Ears!"

"Fantastic!" Hermione says. "Oh, I hope the door isn't Imperturbable…"

"It isn't!" Ron says gleefully. "Listen!"

The four of us listen intently through the ends of the strings. "No?" Malfoy says. "Perhaps this will make you more confident."

He moves toward Borgin, and we shuffle to keep him in sight, but it didn't work. All we saw was a very frightened Borgin.

"Tell anyone," Malfoy says threateningly, "And there will be retribution. You know Fenrir Greyback? He's a family friend. He'll be dropping in from time to time to make sure you're giving the problem your full attention."

_Could Malfoy possibly have shown Borgin his Dark Mark to get what he needed? _

Borgin's eyes widen. "There will be no need for…"

"I'll decide that," Malfoy says. "Well, I'd better be off. And don't forget to keep _that _one safe, I'll need it."

"Do you want it now?" Borgin asks.

"No, of course I wouldn't, you stupid little man, how would I look carrying _that _down the street?" Malfoy sneers. "Just don't sell it."

"Of course not…sir." Borgin gives Malfoy a deep bow. Now I was _certain _Borgin knew Malfoy was a Death Eater.

"Not a word to anyone, Borgin, and this includes my mother, understand?" Malfoy snarls.

"Naturally, naturally," Borgin murmurs, bowing again.

The doorbell tinkles loudly as Malfoy stalks out of the shop, looking very pleased. I drag the four of us a little bit further so Malfoy doesn't trip over Harry's cloak and find us out.

"You three stay here," Hermione whispers.

"But where are you going?" I hiss. She was gone before I got an answer.

"Hello, horrible afternoon, isn't it?" Hermione asks brightly, walking into the shop.

Borgin did not answer her.

"Is this necklace for sale?" Hermione questions.

"If you have one and a half thousand galleons," Borgin says coldly.

"I haven't got quite that much, it's just, the thing is that—er—boy who was in here just now, Draco Malfoy, well, he's a friend of mine, and I want to get him a birthday present, but if he's already reserved anything, I obviously don't want to get him the same thing…"

"Out!" Borgin snaps at her. "Get out!"

Hermione scurries to the door, and as soon as she slips out, the door slams behind her and the '_closed' _sign was put up.

"Worth a try, but you were a bit obvious…" Ron trails off.

"Well, next time, you can show me how it's done, Master of Mystery!" Hermione snaps.

As Ron and Hermione start bickering for the gazillionth time, I can't help but wonder what the hell Malfoy wanted in that shop.

And something told me that he wasn't going to tell me.

* * *

><p>"So, Hermione, how did you enjoy Camp?" I ask her.<p>

"It's a very interesting place," Hermione finally says.

"Just to let you know," A sickly sweet voice says, and Hermione, Piper, and I turn towards it. "This will be my last summer here as I'm going to college in the fall." Drew informs us. "Good riddance to you all."

"I'll miss you dearly," I say through clenched teeth. _"__Or not." Oh thank the gods, she's leaving!_

As soon as she leaves to do…whatever she does, Piper and I grab each other's arms and start dancing around the room. _"__She's leaving, she's leaving, she's leaving, SHE'S LEAVING!"_

"It's good she's leaving," I say. "I don't know how long she'd last anymore, because I'm this close to killing her…"

"What did I miss?" Anne walks in.

"Oh, Anne!" I say breathlessly. "Drew is leaving this summer!"

"Oh thank heavens!" Anne says cheerfully. "I can't stand her!"

"Well, I'm glad for you all that she's leaving, because she's pretty much the only negative thing here," Hermione says.

"Oh, you have no idea…" I trail off.

* * *

><p>It was the eighteenth of August, in the mess hall, as known as Percy's eighteenth birthday. "It's happening…" I murmur, craning my neck.<p>

I saw Percy talking with Annabeth in a corner, and I have a feeling of nostalgia. Two years ago when they got together, I yelled. _"__Who wants to eavesdrop on Percabeth?"_

And now I'm doing it again. "Who wants to eavesdrop on Percabeth?"

A group of counselors and campers alike join us under the bushes. I laugh. "Even _Chiron_ is eavesdropping this time!"

"I thought they'd make a good couple," Hermione comments.

"What?" Chiron asks. "I love a good proposal. It's rare to see it with heroes, their endings are usually tragedy…"

"Annabeth, we've been dating for a year and a half now and I feel like we've been dating an entire lifetime. I knew that ever since we got out of the…place, that I couldn't live without you. When I first met you, I have to admit I didn't like you, and I'm sure you felt the same way. But so much has changed since then. Will you do me the absolute honor of becoming my wife?" Percy asks her, getting down on one knee and opening the box, which held the sea green ring.

_Just like we practiced. _

"Well, I admit I didn't like you much either," Annabeth chuckles. "And yes. I will marry you." She allows Percy to slip it on her finger. "And I love the ring, did you choose it?"

"Actually, _I _chose it." I say, springing out of the bushes. The mess hall was now filled with people.

"Eavesdropping? Again?" Annabeth sighs, staring at me.

I shrug. "Even Chiron was doing it."

Annabeth turns to look at Chiron.

"Jason, will you be best man?" Percy asks. "You and Frank will share it."

"Aw, of course bro!" Jason says as they go into a man-hug.

"Anne, will you be my flower girl?" Annabeth asks.

"Of course, I've always wanted to be a flower girl," Anne says wistfully.

"And Piper and Hazel can be my bridesmaids," Annabeth says, as Piper and her hug.

Well, that _stung._ They don't even want me in the wedding? Geez I've known you for ten years, woman!

"I still need a maid of honor," Annabeth says in a sing-song tone.

"Ooh! Me! I wanna be maid of honor!" I exclaim.

"Who else would it be?" Annabeth asks, pulling me into a hug.

"Well, it's about time!" Drew's voice calls from the crowd. "I've always shipped it. Now I have to stay another year so I can see the wedding!"

_"__NO!" _Anne, Piper, and I yell at the same time.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: Lol we are now at the end of the chapter! xD This chapter was more of a 'get through the summer' chapter, and I have declared…**

**Demigods will ****_not _****be going to Hogwarts during ****_sixth year. _**

***ducks rotten tomatoes* I let Anne go to Hogwarts! That should satisfy you! Or not! I EVEN LET PERCABETH PREVAIL FOR YOU! Don't hit unfollow or unfavorite! *ducks more rotten tomatoes* **

**Okay, so hear me out. Percy and Annabeth are going to stay at Camp, relax, and plan their wedding. A school year full of people younger than them is the last thing they need right now. Lina will be going to quite a few dress fittings and rehearsals over the year. Artemis said she needs her lieutenant this year, point-blank. Don't worry, they will be ****_highly _****involved in seventh year with all the drama going on. DON'T. KILL. ME.**

***ducks more rotten tomatoes***

**Okay, so next chapter is the Hogwarts Express! Will Lina think about Narcissa's warning about 'Lilly' or will she push it to the back of her mind? How far will Draco go before he cracks and tells Lina about Brooke/Lilly, or the mission, or both? Will he even crack at all? What about Harry finding Draco's note? Anne's Hogwarts House? Questions needing to be answered! Well, I know the answers to all of those of course xD**

**Footnotes:**

**(1): I couldn't resist xD Just replace the words 'Damn Daniel' with 'Damn Malfoy' ;)**

**Please R&R :)**

**-Ana**


	4. Lilly, Slughorn, and a Fight

Lilly, Slughorn, and a Fight

**A/N: Hello dear readers! Just trying to get as many chapters in as I can before exam month! xD Plus, state testing's this week. AKA, less hw! Yay! It won't last :( This (RARE) back-to-back update, brought to you by Queen Ana the Awesome, should keep you satisfied for a while, because I will not be able to _touch_ fanfiction next weekend (maybe if I write during the week...), as I'm super busy.**

**Enjoy the next chapter of, 'The Meaning of Life!' :)**

* * *

><p><span><strong>Harry: the Burrow<strong>

Harry stares at the note carefully and angrily, reading it once more for confirmation.

_Lina-flower,_

What kind of a name is Lina-flower, _Lina isn't even a type of flower! _Slimeball. And probably a Death Eater. No, _definitely _a Death Eater. Who hangs around Lina, and she doesn't seem the least bit fazed that she has contact with a bloody Death Eater that could turn on her any second! For all Harry knew, Malfoy could be using Lina so he can bring her to her father! Yes. That's probably it.

_Meet me at the last compartment, the one with the big curtains that no one uses. I don't know, tell Saint Potter and co that you have to use the bathroom or something. I need to tell you something. Things have been rather…dark in Malfoy Manor since the initiation. _

Oh no, he wouldn't be meeting her anywhere. Lina was better than a million Malfoys, and he shouldn't be anywhere near her. Harry crumples up the note and throws it in the trash bin, having no clue that Malfoy could simply write her in the journal.

The meeting would still go on, possibly under Harry's nose. Or not. He could always go there and eavesdrop…after all if Malfoy was using Lina, Harry had better know his enemy so he could stop it.

"Harry, mate, you alright?" Ron calls.

"I'm fine!" Harry says back.

"Then come on! Mum called for dinner five minutes ago!" Ron insists.

Harry blinks a couple times. "She did? I didn't hear her. I'm coming…"

* * *

><p><strong><span>Lina<span>**

The summer passed by quickly after that. Gossip of Percabeth's proposal spread around the rest of the Camp like wildfire, and everyone was thrilled.

"I can't believe you're all leaving me here," Piper says. "With…_her." _She motions to Drew.

"Make Mitchell your second in command instead," I suggest.

"I can't, Mitchell doesn't want to challenge Drew," Piper says.

"I have an idea. Mitchell!" I call across the cabin. "Could you come here a moment?"

"Sure, Lina. You need anything?" He asks.

"Do you want Drew as second in command?" I ask him.

"Gods no," He shudders. "But there's no other choice, I mean, I'm in line for second in command after Drew. And Piper's command overrides hers, but she's still…"

"Let's make Drew powerless before I leave," I grin evilly. "Okay, so hold my knife."

"Okay, what are you going to…?"

"Just hold the knife." I say firmly. "And make a really threatening look. Ooh, like that. Yeah. She's scared of anything. Drew! Mitchell would like to challenge for second in command!"

"What—Lina, I never agreed to that!" He hisses. "She'll kill me!"

Drew stares at him, sizing him up. "Remember what happens when you break my rules, Mitchell sweetheart. Garbage patrol," She simpers.

"You won't make me do any damn garbage patrol ever again," Mitchell says furiously, gaining his bravery. "I've done it for two years and now I'm _done. _She's right, I am challenging you, and I won't let you bully innocent campers anymore. I challenge you to a duel. You barely fought in the Titan War, just sat around and waited for _us _to do it, so technically, I completed one more quest than you. So, I challenge you to a duel." Mitchell took my knife and points it at her.

"Fine," Drew huffs before flouncing off. "Sooner or later, the Camp will realize that the dear head counselor Lina, along with her second in command and third in command are all a bunch of psychotics." She looks at me for a long time, as if expecting me to retort or attack her.

"You can't ruin my day! I'm leaving, Percabeth is getting married, and you can't bully innocent new campers anymore! What more do I need?" I call after her.

"And that is how we make Drew powerless," I finish, high fiving Piper, Anne, and Hermione. "Good job standing up to the cow." I pat Mitchell on the back.

I turn to Piper. "You also have Percy and Annabeth, they're not going with me this time. You'll be fine."

"You're right," She finally says.

* * *

><p>"Alright, let's go," I say. We had said our goodbyes to everyone before we left through the floo. I was holding both Anne's trunk and my trunk as we run towards the station. "We don't want to be late and we have to show Anne the barrier!"<p>

"Alright, Anne-Banana," I say as we reach the barrier between platforms nine and ten. "This sounds weird, but you have to run through this barrier. Hermione, show her that you don't crash when you get there."

"It's very simple, Anne," Hermione says kindly. She grabs her trunk and runs straight for it, disappearing inside.

"She went to platform nine and three quarters, didn't she? A magical platform," Anne asks.

I nod. "She did. It's really amazing the first time."

"Together?" She asks.

"Together," I say firmly. We both grab ahold of our trunks and run for the barrier, disappearing through it and landing at platform nine and three quarters.

"Welcome, Anne," I say breathlessly. "To the Hogwarts Express."

"Lin-Bean, this place is amazing!" Anne gushes.

"That's exactly what I thought the first time I came here," I say. "Although I had no clue where I was and I landed on top of two awesome twins." I nod thoughtfully. "The ones at the joke shop." I add.

"I have to go to the Prefects meeting," Hermione says, hauling her trunk into a compartment. "Tell Harry hello when you see him, and have fun, Anne!" She hugs the both of us before scurrying off.

I heave Anne's trunk and my trunk on top of a compartment window. Anne clutches Sapphire in her arms. "Can I sit with you for now?" She asks.

"You don't even need to ask," I assure. Anne and I walk through the train until we find a compartment consisting of Harry, Neville, and Luna. I knock on the door. Harry gets up immediately and lets me in. "Lina, how was the rest of your summer?" He asks, pulling me into a hug.

"Pretty cool, Percy proposed to Annabeth," I inform him. "Could Anne sit with us?" I ask, gesturing to her.

"Of course," Harry smiles, "First year?"

Anne nods.

"What house do you think you'll get into?" Harry asks, making conversation with her.

"Well, I read about it in Hogwarts, a History…" Anne starts.

"Hermione the second," Harry and I mutter.

"…And I'm hoping to get either Ravenclaw or Gryffindor. I can't see myself in Slytherin, and I guess Hufflepuff would be alright, but I don't see myself as one." Anne finishes.

"Ravenclaw is lovely," Luna spoke up dreamily. "I'm Luna Lovegood." She introduces. "A fifth year in Ravenclaw."

"I'm Anne Prior, a first year in…I don't know yet," She says.

We all make conversation for a while until a soft knock is heard from the door. Luna stands and walks over to open it. "Hello," She says vaguely.

A girl who was a bit on the tall side with blonde hair and blue eyes enters. "Hello," I say politely. "Do you need anything?"

"I…um…I'm new here," The girl says.

"New?" I ask. "Dumbledore let you in?"

The girl nods. "I'm a half-blood. I was homeschooled until now, and I wanted to get a taste of boarding school for two years, and so here I am."

"Something about her makes me feel uneasy," Anne mutters, but wasn't heard by anyone.

"Oh, well, welcome to Hogwarts." I tell her. "I'm Lina Quimby, what's your name?"

"Oh, I'm Lilliana Schrodinger," The girl introduces. "Please call me Lilly. Is it alright if I sit down?"

"Of course Lilly, go right ahead," I pat the empty seat next to me.

Lilly smiles gratefully as she takes the seat.

"So…" Harry says. "Lilly, what do you know about Hogwarts?"

"Oh, well, my father told me about it, so pretty much everything," Lilly shrugs.

The door opens again, and Ron and Hermione enter. "Wish the lunch trolley would come soon, I'm starving," says Ron as he takes a seat beside Harry. Hermione takes Harry's other side.

Ron scans the people in the compartment. "Hi, Neville. Hi, Luna. Okay…so I remember you from three years ago…" He gestures to Anne. "And…who're you?" He asks Lilly, gazing at her with what looked like a love-struck expression.

"I'm Lilly, I'm new here and I was homeschooled," Lilly introduces.

"Oh." Ron says, nodding.

But Hermione wasn't done with Lilly. "Homeschooled? Dumbledore doesn't just _let _anyone in Hogwarts. She says suspiciously. "It states in Hogwarts, A History that you can't transfer into Hogwarts past O.W.L. year."

"Well, he let me in, you incessant know it all." Lilly says, her voice hardening.

"Lilly…don't call her that. Hermione, just leave her," I sigh. "She's new. He let Percy, Thalia, and Annabeth in last year."

"I know, but the circumstances were different," Hermione argues. "He let them in to protect Harry. I have no idea why he let her in."

"Just leave it," I sigh.

Ron continues to try and make conversation with Lilly, causing there to be a very pissed off Hermione. Ron then turns to Harry. "Malfoy's not doing his prefect's duty. He's just sitting in a compartment with the other Slytherins, we saw him when we passed."

"What did he do when he saw you?" Harry asks.

"He gave us the middle finger," Ron grunts. "Not like him, is it? Well, the middle finger part is—but why isn't he out there bullying first years?"

"Dunno," Harry replies.

My mind was racing. It's just like a slick git to bully first years. But he isn't bullying first years…so what is he doing?

"I need some air," I announce. "Anne, Lilly. Will you be fine staying here or do you want to tag along with me?"

"I'll be fine," Anne replies. "Luna's really nice. Go ahead."

"I'll make Lilly feel comfortable," Ron immediately volunteers. If I would have looked to my left, I would have seen Hermione's eye twitch in anger.

I walk across the train and I hear someone scream. _"__STOP! STOP!"_ Two burly Slytherin seventh year boys were levitating a little boy in the air. People were just passing by, not wanting to get on the wrong side of the boys.

So first I saved a first year girl from Malfoy last year, and now this? Am I suddenly the first year saver?

I clear my throat. "Put the boy down." I command.

One of them turns around and stares at me, while the other one continues levitating the boy. "Oh, yeah, and why should we listen to Gryffindors like you, eh Quimby?"

"If you don't tell your friend to put the boy down I _will _hurt you." I snarl.

"Hey, Bole! Lift him up higher!" He taunts.

The little boy screams.

"If you lift him any higher his head will bump the train ceiling!" I yell. _"__Furnunculus," _I say calmly. He falls to the floor, clutching his…area.

I point my wand at the boy who was levitating the first year. "No…please…I'll put him down. _Relashio!"_

The little boy lands gently on the ground.

Someone clears their throat. We spin around to find a man I hadn't seen before. His hair was greying. He looks around at all of us. "Please explain what happened," He says kindly to the first year boy.

"Okay, so I had to use the bathroom and then these two pop out of nowhere and tell me to give them all their money. I told them I didn't have any on me and then they levitated me. Then she came and told them to put me down and when they didn't she hexed one of them," The boy finishes.

"Thank you, you may go," He says to the first year boy, who shoots me a grateful look before scampering off.

"That was very wrong of you boys," The man says disapprovingly.

"My father told me about you," The one that I didn't hex says. "You're Horace Slughorn and you favored Slytherins back in the day."

"Horace Slughorn?" I ask.

"He doesn't associate with the likes of you," The other boy sneers at me, finally pulling himself up.

"On the contrary, actually," Slughorn says firmly. "Lily Evans was a Gryffindor and one of my finest. Such a shame what happened to her…you will not do this again?" He says to the two boys.

They nod vigorously.

"Off you go," He says and they leave. I was about to leave too, but Slughorn holds me back. "Which hex was that?" He asks me intently.

"The boiling hex," I murmur.

"And you used it on one of the boys?" He asks me.

"I did." I say.

"And you aimed for his crotch?" He asks.

"I don't regret it," I tell him, expecting him to give me a detention.

"What is your name and year, dear?" He asks me.

"Lina Quimby and I'm in sixth year." I say.

"Come join me and a couple others for a bite of lunch." He says.

"Wait, what?" I blink in surprise. "A…a bite of lunch? Right now?"

He nods.

"Um, okay. Who are these other people?" I ask him.

"The other people joining us are Harry Potter, surely you know who he is?" He asks.

"Of course I do, he's my best friend," I say.

"Oh, excellent, now that I put my finger on it, I think Harry _has _mentioned you a couple times," says Professor Slughorn. "And I assume you know Neville Longbottom?"

I nod. "Yes, Neville is in my year and an acquaintance of mine."

"Here we are," Professor Slughorn hums as we approach a compartment. "Sorry I'm late, everyone. There was a bit of a holdup a couple compartments away, but it was all for the good as it brought us this wonderful young lady! Everyone, this is Lina Quimby, did I get that correct?" He asks me, and I nod. "You already know Harry and Neville. Blaise Zabini is in your year, of course." Blaise gives me a curt nod. "This is Marcus Belby, and Cormac McLaggen…and you know Ginny Weasley…"

My insides run cold at the name 'McLaggen.' I reminded myself that Cormac was not his brother.

I walk over and take a seat at the wide space between Harry and Blaise. Blaise leans over towards me discreetly. "Draco says he wants to talk to you. Did you get his note?"

I shake my head. "He never gave me one."

"He wants you to meet him at the last compartment, the one with the big curtains that no one uses," Blaise says.

I nod. "Thanks for telling me."

That was the end of any conversation between the two of us as I focus my attention on Harry, Neville, and Ginny.

"Well, this is pleasant," Slughorn says. "A chance to know you all better. Pheasant, Belby?"

Belby took the pheasant and Slughorn starts talking about his Uncle Damocles who invented the Wolfsbane Potion. Then Slughorn starts talking about Cormac's Uncle Tiberius. Then he starts talking about Blaise's mother. Then he starts talking about Neville's parents, which understandably made him feel uncomfortable. Then it hit me. Ginny and I share a look.

_Everyone here is connected to someone well-known or influential, except us. Well…my father doesn't count._

Then he starts talking excitedly about Harry and what he did, before Blaise gives a tiny little cough indicating amused skepticism.

"Yeah, Zabini, because you're so talented!" Ginny burst out angrily.

"At _posing!"_ I finish off.

"Oh dear!" Slughorn chuckles. "You want to be careful, Blaise! I saw this young lady perform the most marvelous Bat-Bogey Hex as I was passing her carriage, and I saw the other young lady perform the best boiling hex I'd ever seen! I wouldn't cross either of them!"

Blaise merely raises an eyebrow.

Then Slughorn talks more about Harry, then about a long-winded reminiscence about famous people that took who knows how long.

I hear a buzz in my journal.

_Coming?_

I got invited to lunch with Slughorn. Slughorn is boring us with stupid stories on famous people.

_How the hell did YOU of all people get invited to that?!_

I hexed somebody and he liked the hex.

_…__Of course you did. That explains it. So, I, a Malfoy, top of the year, does not get invited but YOU do because you lost your temper? Insufferable and unbelievable._

It's the most boring thing ever. Be glad you're not here.

_Did you get my note?_

No. Blaise told me.

_…__You didn't get my note? That's not good. It could end up in the wrong hands. It could end up in…POTTER'S!_

Relax, slick git. Highly doubt it. Oh good, he's letting us leave. I'll see your unfortunate presence ASAP.

_Think you can go a day without insulting me?_

Nope.

_I thought so._

I leave the compartment, deciding first to stop by mine and quickly change. "Hey everyone," I say, slipping in behind Harry. "I'm so sorry. I got invited to the lunch thing…it's a long story. Let me change really quickly before going to meet…Mandy." I finally say, pulling over my robes. "Where is Anne-Banana?" I finally ask.

"Oh, she met a first-year girl," Luna says. "They hit it off."

I nod happily. "Good. It's good she's making friends. I was a bit worried about that." I close the compartment door. "Harry, what're you doing out here with your invisibility cloak?"

"I needed some air," Harry says quickly.

I nod and hum before leaving towards the last compartment. I hear footsteps behind me. I look around. Weird. I take my wand out and hold it just in case before entering the compartment.

"Well, slick git, I'm here," I say, entering and sitting down.

"I see that," Malfoy says. The door opens. No one was there. "Damn door," He mutters, closing it.

"What does the Dark Mark really look like?" I ask him.

"See for yourself," Malfoy says, rolling up his sleeve. I see it. The skull. I finger it carefully.

_"__Lina Quimby," _A scathing voice in my head says. _"__Death Eater consorter. Associating with them is just as bad."_

I ban the voice. This is different. This is an unwilling Death Eater. "You know there are other options," I say quietly.

"You don't understand," His voice hardens.

"Then help me to. I may hate you—okay, I _do _hate you, but I wouldn't wish it upon my worst enemy," I tell him.

"I can't!" He snarls.

"Slick git!" I snarl back.

The compartment door swings open, and Lilly stands. "Oh, I am so sorry, Lina!" She gasps. "I didn't know there were people in here, I just needed a place to think. I…um…I'm sort of nervous about the Sorting and what House I'll be in."

"Hello, _Lilly." _Malfoy says, his voice cold.

_"__Draco." _Lilly replies icily.

"You two know each other?" I ask, dumbfounded.

"We've met," Malfoy laughs bitterly.

"We have history," Lilly says loftily. "But it was a long time ago, wasn't it _Draco?"_

"Right," Malfoy clenches his teeth. "A _long_ time ago."

"You have nothing to worry about," I tell Lilly soothingly. "It doesn't matter the House. One of my best friends was a Slytherin last year."

"I'd better get going," says Lilly, closing the compartment door shut.

"What was that about?" I ask him.

"It's none of your business," Malfoy snaps. "Just…watch your step around her."

"Watch my step? She seems lovely," I argue.

_"__You oblivious, insufferable idiot!"_ Malfoy burst angrily. "Just…never mind. Just go."

_"__Go? _YOU SAID YOU WERE GOING TO TELL ME SOMETHING, SLICK GIT!" I yell.

"WELL, MAYBE I SHOULDN'T!" He yells back.

"IS IT BECAUSE I'M OBLIVIOUS AND INSUFFERABLE, PICK ONE OF YOUR CHOOSING?" I retort. He didn't say anything back.

"Your safety is on the line, Lina-flower…" Malfoy begins, his teeth clenched.

"Since when has it _not _been on the line? I'm sixteen bloody years old! I can take care of myself!" I argue.

He mutters something that sounds suspiciously like 'not sure about that.'

The train halts at that time. "You'd better go," He finally says.

I give him a vicious death glare before storming out of the compartment, slamming the door behind me.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: That was the chapter! We meet Lilly! Gah, Draco's right, she is oblivious xD Hermione and Anne will both be cautious around 'Lilly.' Next will be Anne's house, the feast, and (maybe) first day of classes! xD**

**I hope you liked how I integrated Lina into the Slug Club ;)**

**I hope you liked the chapter! Thank you for all the lovely reviews! **

**Please R&R :)**

**-Ana**


End file.
